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But in Paris--Ah!--He Managed to

By Charles Darnton.

“WHAT was the funniest thing you saw in London?” 1 asked.

“Americans,” croaked

turned this week from a Httle run-around on “the other side.”

1 started to smlle, but George M.
cocked a serious eye at me,
“Honest!" he declared.

“They were the wild l.mu;h.er to me, especially

“The Yaukee Doodle Boy,” who re-

Cohan ralsed a protesting hand and |

the Americans wuo were trying to be English—the kind that stuft hand-

Lerchiefs up their sleeves and accents down their throats.
*em, haven't you, around the hotels and bars and theatres?
and they play the handkerchief game from fog to gaslight.|

ell there still,

1 never saw so many pockets out of work in all my life.

You've seen |
Well, they’ reg

The hotel aAmer-|

fcans had morae up thelr sleeves than the two Tims just before e‘ectlon.’

But the funniest thing about the game was that the handkerchiefs wouldn't

s ay up. They would slip down with

to smother the conversation. But the performers never got dlscouraged.
Tu.y were willing handkerchief workers all right!”
George M. sighed into his cigarette case.

“Did you hear any of your music
%0 cheer him up.
*“Yes,” he sald.

“And I got the American rights to {t.”

every word, as though they wanted

over there?” I asked, in an attempt

His short laugh blew out the matcu in his hand.

Such Ts Fame! ]

*“SBsymour Hloks was using a Int of it|
with the reverss Eng!ish. ‘T have to g0 |
over to America occasionally,’ he told
me, ‘to write my musie.’ He's an |
awfully honest composer, and I must|
say that I llke the way he writes my“
music. Another fellow—the manager
of the Duke of York's Theatre—pald
m~ all kinds of compliments. |

“ How Ao you do!' he exclaimed, |
grabbing my hand and dragging me
into his office. ‘I am delighted to meet
you!l It is a real pleasure. For years
I have watched your career. I have
followed your work step by step. I
know everything you have done, and
I am glad of the opportunity to con- |
gratulate you upon your .xtrcordl.nnry}
and richly deserved success.’ I swelled|
up so much that I had to unbdbutton my |

coat ‘Yes' he went on, ‘your name |
is as fam!liar to me as the name of this
theatre.' He ta.xed me full of this

ind of stuff, and when I got up to go
he sad: ‘Your wisit has been a real|
pleasure. So glad to have met you, Mr, |
Chappau.’ Now, wasn't that an awfnl|

waste of words? Can you see the bn.l-I
loon coming down? When I hit the
street I was 8o light that the fog
seemed to weigh a pound to the square
tnoch. '

*“I had a sim'lar experience at the
Bavage Club Two members Insisted
upon taking me there—they knew I'd
teel perfectly at home, and they would |
&et me a card so that I could drop in

‘whenever 1 pleased. Weul, 1 got flagged
mt the deask A chap who seemed to
hiave an awful lot of responsibility held |
Us up In the office, My f(rlends ex-|
plained who I was Then they ex- !
giained rome more. After a while they
went Into another room and had a

deated argument. All
standing there fecling
Pretty soon they
not

this time 1 was |

ltke a tramp.
came out and told me !
to worry—that it would be all
right. I sald I'd rather go, and apolo-
gized for causlng 80 much trouble.
®That's all right, old chap,' sa'd the
Poss of the job. “We've sent for two
©f the directors, and they'll fix you In

*WHERE I5 MY

inlly good =hape bafore you know ft.'
Well, T stood on one foot and then the
other and walted. The directoras came
in and looked me over, Then they held
a long consultation, Finally, the chap
with the awful responsib!lity-—the look
out, 1 guess he was—walked over tn
me and said: ‘It's all arranged, sir.
will send your card to your dressing-
room to-night.! ‘My dressing-room! I
repeated. ‘Yes, sir, we know you very
well {indeed. You are Mr, Joseph Coyne,
are you not? ‘I am not,’ I sald, and
with that I went on out on the em-
bankment and gazed at the river. It

=

looked just as 1 felt.”,

Americans in Condon.

““Has Coyne’'s success in *The Merry |
Widow*' changed him?" I inquired. |
‘Not a bit,” sald Cohan, *Joe Coyne s

| Americun,

8 riot over there, and of course he's only comedians that handed me a
tickled to death, but he's the sams 0ld ' laugh. The averags comedlan depends
Coyne. I'l tell you how much he's on looal gags and ‘props,’ and the mo-
swelled on hlmself: He walks around ment he is left empty-handed he I«
in a sweater and doesn't seem to no-|gone. Mvery ‘funny show in London
tice that peopls point him out on ths 'drage In the Druce coffin for the big
street and in the cafes. He's one of the |laugh. Can you lmaglne making & jek:
lucky American actors in London. YOUu [of a ¢cofMin? But they do it, and the
know as a ruls they don't go d‘ﬂ!lnt away with it The first America
about Americans over there. 'I‘hwvmnnmr who giveg London an Amer!
hand ‘em the jolly stuff, and then they | can musieal ocomedy bullt more or les
€0 over In a corner and talk 'em over glong Fmglish Mnes is going to mak
by themselyes. Nohody belleves an | an awful hit. What they want first o
and the FEnglishmen who all s ‘comedy’ that they understand
come over hers go back and lle ubout"rhoy €0 to be amused, and what the!
the country, They even run down our most appreclate is childisy humor
skyscrapers and say they aren't half as They have never gotten away from th:
high Ay Americans say they are, But | Drury Lane pantomime. ¢iive ‘em thu
there are somse good Englishmen, and kind of stuff and they are happy. Giv
a few of them used to get together with | ‘'em anything over seven in the comed;
us at ti"e Bavoy every night and eing
My Country, 'Tis of Thee,’ whiléd we
whooped up '‘God Bave the King.' Then,
for a change, we would all sing a little
national hymn that I fixed up. It went
lke this:

‘God save all earthly thinga,

God save our quesns and kings
In the U. 8, A

God spare us earthly cares,

SEAT ?® —~

304 save our Teddy bears,
God save our millionalrea, o
God save Broadway!' ™
When the anplause had dled away the
returned traveller resumed his narra-
tive,

When the Cights Are Out,

“T used to get awfully homesick after
half-past twelve, when they turn the
lghts out on you in London. I'd go in-
;:‘- a restaurant after the theatre to
| gat a llaht lunch, and befors I knew it
T wouldn’t even have the llght. London ||ine and they are as silent as the grave.
t* an awfully sad place after half-past| 1t's eight times harder to get a legitl-
If vou strike a match yvou feel mate laugh in London than it i{s here,
After the | But the time {s ripe for a manager to

| twelve,
ke a torchlight procession

theatra thera is nothing but gloom. | take over about a dozen American
And very often you strike !t at the| chorus girls and wake up the musical
theatre. Teddy Paynme, (icorge Hunt- comedy game. The English chorus girls

ley and George Grossmith were the ‘m dead—their pans are cold.”

*)WORE MY OVERCOAT
TO MEALS IN LONDOW ”

marked.
to meals in London. It

was a fine| of that 4 o'clock stuff. The Americans
silver, and no mistake! I know now! who take tea at 4 are so ashamed of It
why they don't take ice In thelr drinks| when thay are caught In the act that
in England. If they did the nation| they try to hide behind their cupe.
would have a culll” While they ara drinking tea they tell

“IMd you drink tea there?' I asked thelr English friends about America.

“I alweys wore my ovemoat[ drink the coffes, but T diadn't do eny
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GEORGE M, COHAN Froze in London,
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(For a definition of “pan” lbok in the time T went to a show thers T wanted
mirror—not in the Alctionary.) |" sap on the stagze and begin JJancing.
“Of course,” wvibrated Cohan, *“the They could understand my dancing.’
\mericans in London help to pass a -2 < I “Could they understand your French?”

“val joke along, and by the end of the Y "

‘eason the Emglish theatregoers may /iﬂ_ A GQOI’UQ m. in Paris.

e it and go back to the show to laugh ‘ # @ “Walt! I was in bad there, I went
out it, if 1t is still thera. This only (@ / » to a theatra all hy myself ‘{zm night,
28 to show how lonesome Amerioans dressed up llke a horso. That was my
re in Lonilou. When two Americans first hreak. In London, as you know,
(s on the strest they always tum \\_ 4 9 You e¢nn't go to a lunch :w-mt'n-r without
mnd ang smile at ench other owver - *%s A dress sult. But the men don't dress
clr ears. “You can see ‘am a mile ' & s | in Parls. They go as they please. [
td hear 'em coming. It's a glad, sad 5 1 | was the only man In q—\vr.ln;: clothes on
ght—poor chaps!" the night I'm telling you about, and
i{a sought forgetfulness (n a fresh f that's what made it all the more paine
zarstte and watched the match durn s ful When I handed an old gal my
self out, g Lt seat cheeck -they ave girl ushers just
‘I had to light matches in the roem T "} -3 like Hammersteln, you know—she took

.0 keep warm over thers,' he re- TP 2 ® a look and sald ‘Deux.” I thought it

- was a ‘touch,’” so I gave the dame two
AT, francs. She gave e a couple of shrugs
and walked off. 1 tackled two or thrase

othery with the sgame result, and finally

went Jown to the second row In the

chestra and squeezed Into tha only

vacant seat I could see. About ten

minutes latar an excitable Franchman

came down and ralsed a rlot. 1 was

dragged out andl taken {n charge by

elzht old lady ushers, who finally found

my seat in the second row of the bal-
cony. [ never enjoyed a play so much
in my lifa."

“Was It always ltke that?"

“Almost always. At first T trusted
to my Jap, who ‘conned’ ms [nto be=-
lleving that he knew French. ‘Now
make good,' I sald, when we got out
of the train. ‘Can you call a cab?
‘Sure I can,’ he told me. ‘Then go
ahead,' T sald ‘Hey!" he called to &
eabby, who was driving off, ‘Au revoir!’
‘Au revoir!” answerad the cahby, whip-
ping up his horse. After that 1 lost

confidence In the Jap and did my own
talking In my own way. It didn't ale
ways land, but I managed to get
around, and T saw more in Paris than

splel Uke this: ‘We're home peopls,
you know, and we llke to stay at
home. We're satisfled.’ Of course they
are, but I can’'t see why they should
rave about {t. I should think they
would llke to ¢ine over hera occasion-
ally just to get warm. I froze in Lon-
don, “ut I managed to thaw out in| [ did
Paria®™ the Tower in London, or any of .hosu
v . o ! y hack-number shows I'd rather go
thfe;r;::?k:nn:,;tl’-:,”;:‘ L e through Slegel & '(_‘nmpvr‘s than throy=h
“That's the place!” he exclatmed. | the Tower. I don't want to know wast
‘“Fveryt!ing is & big joke with ‘em in | happened a few thm'mmd .\':'zu's ago. [
parls, They declare themsalves there, | Wint to kr:;m‘ what's going to happen
They love Americans. Thay d'n't puil next week.
any of that London stuff on you. I
hink all bad Amerirans go to London
when they die, an? that all good Ameri-
cana lang in Parle. I'd hate to face a
Londs audiencs, but ['d like to dance

in London. No, T d4idn't g0 t»

o
&

Nip and Tuck.

(bypfHEN Brown came to thls city
w ten years ago he didn't have &

cent

in Paris. American dancing is all the -

o
go there. You can 8ee an audlence get “Well, woll, How did he make out?”
jayful the moment the orchestra be- “Oh, he's  still holding his own'"—

gina to tear off a little rag-tme. Kvery | Harper's Weekly.

“] drank some tea because I couldn't| And the best they get in return is a

A Romance
of New York.

D OODUD0T00 0000
(Copyrighted, 1907, by Clara Morris.)

SYNOPSIA OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS,
Phillp Keith, a clever, seilish yoQug New
York doctor, married Daphne Cuyler,
oted beauty, Other members of the house-
old are l'hl Ip's grandiather, eccentric ol 1
‘rof. Keith, and his ward, Ollve My
“Olive secreuy loves Phllip. Dapline ,.ueu-\l
this, and alsu knows that other wumen are
trying to carry on love affalrs with Philip. |
This knowledge makas Daphne miserable,
@s does the fact that Phillp now seemns to
take her beauty for granted and to seek her
society less than of old, Stanley Belden, a |
dissolute multi-millionaire, loves Daphnes,
but since her marriage has kept away from
der. Daphnoe and Philip have two children |
—a three-yearwld daughter. Daphne-May,
lnd & baby son. Belden returns and invites
Daphne for & drive behind his fourin-hand.
Bho asks Philip to take her driving Instead, |
Eut he refuses on the ground of a business
ngagement. As the conohing party are re-
Eln'nl homeward through Central Park they
hillp driving with Oiive.

o)

00000
OO OO

& THE NE'

DO OO DO IOI0: DOO D0 000O00ONDNN000NO0DDOOND 00000 00000000 -no\n.MWUMMMuW)D?F\. 000000 f;:ﬂm

| her moving presence he had somewhat spoll

"In.vt his head, and more than once he |
had betrayed too plainly ths passion
that possessed him. Yet !t had always
come to this: He had been reduced to
humilating s!lence by her cold, sur-

prised dlsdaln, or wounded to the soul
by her blank Indiference,

Then diplomacy came to his asseist-
ance, and he changel his tactica, See-

ing the deadly monotony of her life he!

determined one day
sible, He had seen
nore the naglect of
with a bound of the
she was utterly
and here to-day, In

to remedy it If pos-

her husband,

heart

and
concluded |
tha

very moment

when he was dalighting !n her pleasure, |

QOO0 D000DDODTIO0 0!

her graclously ig-|

indifferent hw\n".l him, |

DODOOODDOOON

#11 enjoyment of life for her, and Beginning at once with the dreadful
nad passion of jealousy rose! envious disappointment she had felt
a frenzy of longing enraged | when Cousin Daphne had gone away in
at had wen alone, in his|the seat of honor by the driver's side |
fury he might have dashed his head on that too heavenly coach! And how |
| against the wall, after the manner of | dear Cousin Philp had been e&o sorry |
an enraged captive bull who sights his| for her, though he did make fun of

a black,
up in him,

him, so t! he b

‘herd‘ her, too, and—and she must not blame

Yet at no moment of his rage and (Cousin Philip—he was not the least m‘
I pain did there for one instant enter hls fayult, She had herself asked, and
mind the thought of abandoning Lhe'phmp must be forgiven, boonun—@

pursult—his last love chase. He was Daphne's even, colorless voice here |
not riding for a fall—but stra'ghtaway | halted her, saying: »
for life or.death, win or lose! So long| “Olive, even your position in this |
as Daphne was beautiful and he was house as & member of the family will
allve he would strive to gain her, and | not excuse your presumption In at-|
the horses' dellcate mouths felt his|tempting to act as medfator belween‘
light hands suddenly grow heavy. | my hushband and myself. It Is very

N0000000000000000: BOoOQ Q0
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quences of some error knowmn only to laughing, half-confused explanation,
yourselves—quite good and noble, yet a|saying he—er
trifle impertinent!’ oxpected call, a hurrled matter and"—-

“Ah, yes!" tranquilly agreed Daphne,
“l saw you were much hurried,”
somehow the explanation gut no further.

CHAPTER VII.
T he Clash.

Olive gasped., but once more broke
outr excusingly. “Really, you know
Daphne, I--had quite forgotten what
cousin Phillp sald to you about not
having time to take you out, or 1
wouldn't have"

“Pardon me, but I think you have
read enough French to recal that ‘She;
who excuses, accuses herself,'" and
Daphne held the door of her room wide
for Olive's exit,

HERE are few things more pro-
voking under certain clrcums-
stances than f{mperturbable good

{temper if it is displayed by a parson

00000000000

EAST LYNNE. # By Caam‘ Morris. &
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had recelved a wholly un- |

and |

The latter stood In the hall looklnx;with whom one has the right to be an- |

the somewhat extravagant

{at that closed door & moment, then she |noyed, and
by the Doctor at

sighed, amd sidd: “Well, she 18 proud! 'gnud epirits shown
I[f T had been in her place I'd have!the next morning's breakfast created a
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A Story of Love
and Heart Break.
000000000 u‘}i@@@%

conatraint at table. She had heen hoM-
ing something jn a tigit clenched MNt-
which she finally opened to re-
veal @ damp pink feather, evidently

DOOODDO00

DO

or brain.
In reality Phillp Keith
following his usual custom of thrusting

apide anyisma|lifrel o anngyance tha. 'l‘r-m- Sclssors’'s rose-tinted breast.

threataned his comfort. The breakfast LY Ry o e = reat-dad T

well chosen by Daphne, well cooked by | ‘What does that say, great-c

Clutterbuck, well served by Mattie, was | 8he demanded, with authoritative man~
/ ner and dancing eyes.

10t W« zlected because of his
e 1, Loyt The Professor looked at it

was simply

tle fist,

be ne;

through

stupld feux pas of yesterday. To Ignore

n..,i matter :’u M.: way .’;‘,, hide her | his glasses, “Well,” answered he,
| sick heart and wounded pride bahind ! grimly, *“to me it vsu_vs two things. It
gentle dignity and sweet, cold words | SAVS & moulting h'.rq‘ and a girl with
was his wife's way, and with the & brush and dustpan. )
plercing old eyes of the professor, undi “On!" sighed Daphne-May, ‘'don't It
the curious and prying eyes of Ollve, | SaV ‘trufe? ™

aver watchfully uwpon them there was | “Look here!" snapped the vld man,
amall chance of concealments being | 'you tuught me that a Dbig ostrich
oast aslde In favor of mutual uudm'-‘-’h”-"vl‘ sajd truth—that’'s not an oe-

sense of revolt In Daphne agalnst such | St

toh fes tre
wnding. trich feather!

the pleasure he had found for her, she Daphne was in her simple home din- | eweet and noble of 1
you to try and save | hoxed the other girl's ears, and pulled N : . o
CEAPTER YI. :ad :‘nen proot that sha stlll loved | | ner dress when U.l\o Marr rushed up-|your somewhat distant and vaguely rﬁ-l her halr too—I know I should!" a flaunted indifference as to what x\ulnl It was small Daphne/May's innocent| - li\“‘ Ux “"l:”ll:e',’ Ithex (.l«h.“‘f‘)llr;::;:
CContinusd) y her usband well enough to let him| , stalrs to her, all effusive frankness. |lated ‘Couein Phniilp' from the conse- Dr, Kelith had attampted a half-ior doubt or grief might be in her heart|chatter that llghtened the growlng { ‘l'x‘ '{1‘ o A :t‘ L:a‘du.,[ t\ mlfll':m pink
: ot - ‘trufe, great-dad? Y, i i
Belden Returns.  trufer @
APHNE saw but one thing, her! (' e - A 00000000000000000000000,000000000000000¢R000000000000000000000000000010,0000000,000000000000000000000000000000000000000000 I Dy, Kelth burst into a laugh, and
22 O] uick t ilstingutsh between being
, ) heq but. ! ( (¢ | Quick to ¢ inguts} € T
ercme e & el " The Ev nin World's Art W d Does Fine Work. e Bt
ng, with & 'touoh of sharpness, ‘I’ e g S u ro S an ;_,‘ May's lips began to qulver distr
o ! 111 y po 1 N - . .
heave abou th wo-| e | fully, and the professor roared.
cn—(n:o tﬁxn:n;orig:.m m:.k;}' And B SRCRC OO O D000 LODDO000000T0000000000000) ( 000000Q0Q0000J00000000 0000000000000 0000000000000000000000000000C0QAN000N000000000000000T0 0 UM I e NS ST HT I STt 5 R Y
ot here he was, full of gayety and| My dear boys and girls of The Even- ,&4» nue, New York Ctty. l!‘zo 'dmu;u are you laughing at? The
ughter, ldtering through the park| Ing World's Art Club: J)’ Patrlak OrConnor, No. 162 Huntington lc;m.l.q thought s a sood.‘ an ",r,“""“"‘
{with Ollve Marr at his eide. Yes, he 0-DAY'S reproductions and the J,/ﬂ\. strest, Brooklym. | thought. You are pretty well ac-
jhad been told that the coaching- names of soma of the clever z,s’ Yh' \'Oia;"‘f# \innfe Smith, No. 8 Sanford street. gualnted with tha thing you call a
raty was for the Long Island trip, members who have done com- % ‘r-%‘_’ i ® Brooklyn. ' | white lle (all eyes but his own sud-
\enoe this unexpeoted meeting with the | mendable work with The Evening ) Willlam Funseh. No. 175 Hull street, denly gsought the table). You accept
& ginve of sclence’” and his young ward— | World's art cut-outs show how your [ Brooklyn. both the thing and the term ‘white
Mor whoee sake he could find time for wo;ktl: uspre;‘lmed end hnkw ”r‘;’“d You Laura E. Demarest, No. 44 Van Rupen | ) | loy! not ‘pink wuth? A
ought to be that your work and names e Ga iy ~ small a truth colored slightly
Mriving In spite of his crowding pro- |avenue, Jersey City, N. J. | 8
Nesslonal calils. i bonoraple mentr:on 191 0gLAK Annis Karisch, No. M1 Fast One Hun- | by p or favor? Keep the
Thinking of the petty treachery a cold {iriand Wide Dafore the eyesof 'h‘.m'- dred and Sixty-seventh etreet, New feather, ' : concluded, “and by
_ ands and E’l’lmw&ulds of readers of The | York City. | | and by, dear, we will go the lbrary
foor. mpt came upon her face. On ar Evening World. ke & YL T and . nd may
14} at the hou she murmured a | John Fox, No, St. Ann's avenus, | A e glass, and m
wiving d se, I'-.m delighted to see how you all | New York City. f be | aier all”
ow oconventional words of courteous| have improvad in ideality or com- Tulla F'Yistra. Tittle Falls: No ¥ “Ch d with pleasure,
e-taking. As Belden stood at her | position, good drawing and the proper “,'_,‘-.t ,,;!:l,'l_', A = ..,l,,‘ el — Piiia : ull of 1 ’(:;-?-
waiting for the opening of the | proportion of objects toward each -\ ,,_:; “’7' P - i ) 1L OnThEte
, he looked down with tormented #ﬂ#@ R 587 d’,rf',m his ol and | sl ejacu-
oyes, and breathed: By David Mondon. No. 236 Bast Bighty-sacond street, T (e e L bl L it Now L woider just
“Your pleasure is a.,d_qm. day has New York City. The artistio talent you possesa is well By Master Viotor Engel, I'ort Iee, N. J. Your camping worked out. You show marked talent o 1‘ wne's peopls had: been
Been killed!” demonetrated in your beautiful pioturs, “The Fish'ng VU- out soene is very Interesting and well dome. Your idea ef ! = e TR T « ents af * eS80~
A little fantastically she answered, lage.” perspective as shown in this pretty ploture s fine. : T — lal life ‘ ‘]f' ithe ‘ r:’:;
I mav expect & train of mourn- i en o= SIS AVAREE, nned the aniily ranks, Uno ' ""I:z‘-r
days to follow |t. ! : Branx Lo Keep e ' I dispense an ex-
t would have boenl bnl:::r;w:o:g ‘?::. other, and I can readlly see, as a\ Thess members deserve honorable | Toretta Flsenhauer, No. 233 Suydam | Boea Brady, No. 122 Union ave- S ty they
nown it alll” prominent leaddr In local thought has ' mention: street, Brooklyn, [ nue, Bronx AL
Belden, with a sort of choke In his sald of it, what a great mental de-y Wllliam Armstrong, No. 50 Graham; Thomas mnnnen. No. 220 Buast Fifty- I M K vo 1 'r y ‘-i?xg
wolce, exolaimed: ''Don't—don't!" The veloper these Evening World art ocut- |avenue, Brooklyn, seventh street, New York Clty 11 { W ' b X rably
{fted his hat ..nd saw he e |:nn| outs are. Abraham Solotaroff, No. 189 Wash- Bonny Clar, No. T4-T47 Bast Sixth A A Hood, No 1 AW IS y ) vrd.
he hallway t P pasy £ Watoh out for next Tuesday's Fven- | Ington avenue, Bronx. street, Naw York Ofty el
! | - World art ocut-out. This will be a | Joseph Kenny, No 80 Monmouth ave- Willlam J. Byrne, No. 152 Bast Thirty- N \ nt as
As he drov ) ; > - ing ' !
e o tove Lway rake awift, blind-| By Arthur Sacks No. M West_Ona| lively partial sketoh for the puplla to|nie, Freehold, N, J. second strecr, New York (1) { | | e whe
squall came down upon | Hundred and Twelfth street, New York complete and ¢ ak thet ind Stapt: R P | N e Frieds N ) Bast Ona By Ar No 478 Eas th  y lollar
. When he had first raturnad and | Mty P d to awaken thelr minds to Staphen owery, No. 214 Mast Maurice Friedman, No. 46) Fast LS ' v . Fopted
ound Duphne's beauty as he had pre- Your composition {s excallant; the ar.! the necessity of exprassion in a plc- | Eighty-ninth street, New York City. Hundred and Forty-first street, New "' 1F - i ploture s "~r el Barr (8] Hundred and Se : & pitality by
& fully pertected, Cawless in w":m Of NEures in Kood, and your ture to gnake it both interesting and | Miss Claffey, No. 248 Second avenus, ! York City, | charming (undeed, uud makes one wish enty-ninth streot and Westchester ave- | i o 3 p a
Awing and scensry ase fias entertaindng. ew York City, EHorace Vogel, NNo, 148 Wilking ave- summer was here sue Brouns. (l'o e Continued -
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